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Son, sorrow and wisdom he taught me,

And sore I grieved and learned                             150

As we twain grew into one;

And the heart within me burned

With the very hopes of his heart.

Ah, son, it is piteous,

But never again in my life                                    155

Shall I dare to speak to thee thus ;

So may these lonely words

About thee creep and cling,

These words of the lonely night

In the days of our wayfaring.                               160

Many a child of woman

To-night is born in the town,

The desert of folly and wrong;

And of what and whence are they grown ?

Many and many an one                                       165

Of wont and use is born;

For a husband is taken to bed

As a hat or ribbon is worn.

Prudence begets her thousands;

4 Good is a housekeeper's life,                                170

So shall I sell my body

That I may be matron and wife.'

* And I shall endure foul wedlock
And bear the children of need.'

Some are there bom of hate,                               175

Many the children of greed,
81,1 too can be wedded,
Though thou my love hast got.'

* I am fair and hard at heart,

And riches shall be my lot.'                                  180

And all these are the good and the happy,

On whom the world dawns fair.

0 son, when wilt thou learn

Of those that are born of despair,